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in i ,  f- 


TO    HER    GRACE 

ELIZABETH, 

DUCHESS    AND 

COUNTESS    OF    NORTHUMBERLAND, 

IN    HER    OWN    RIGHT 

BARONESS    PERCY. 

&c.     &c.     &c. 

DOWN  in  a  northern  vale  wild  flowrets  grew, 
And  lent  new  fweetnefs   to  the  fummer  gale ; 
The  Mufe  there  found  them  all  remote  from  view, 
Obfcur'd  with  weeds,  and  fcattered  o'er  the  dale. 

O  Lady,   may  fo  flight  a  gift  prevail, 
And  at  your  gracious  hands  acceptance  find  ? 
Say,  may  an  ancient  legendary  tale 
Amufe,  delight,  or  move  the  poliih'd  mind  ? 

Surely  the  cares  and  woes  of  human  kind, 
Tho'  fimply  told,  will  gain  ^each  gentle  ear : 
But  all  for  you  the  Mufe  her  lay  defign'd, 
And  bade  your  noble  Anceflors  appear ; 

She  feeks  no  other  praife,  if  you  commend 
Her  great  protettrefs,  patronefs,  and  friend. 

MDCCLXX, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

WARKWORTH  CASTLE  in  Northumberland  {lands 
very  boldly  on  a  neck  ofland  near  the  fea-fhore,  almoft 
furrounded  by  the  river  Coquet,  (caned  by  our  old  Latin  Hifto- 
rians,  Coqueda)  which  cup  with  a  clear  rapid  ftream,  but  when 
fwoln  with  rains  becomes  violent  and  dangerous. 

About  a  mi!c  from  fne  Cattle,  in  "a  mantic  valley,  are 

the  remains  of  a  Hermitage  j  of  which  t.he  Chapel  is  ftill  intire. 
This  is  hollowed  with  great  elegance  in  a  cliff  near  the  river  j  as  are 
alfo  two  adjoining  apartments,  which  probably  ferved  for  an  Ante- 
chapel  and  Veftrv,  or  were  appropriated  to  fome  other  facred  ufes : 
for  the  former  of  thefe,  which  runs  parallel  with  the  Chapel, 
is  thought  to  have  had  an  Altar  in  it,  at  which  Mafs  was  occa- 
sionally celebrated,  as  well  as  in  the  Chapel  itfelf. 

Each  of  thefe  apartments  is  extremely  fmall ;  for  that  which  was 
the  principal  Chapel  does  not  in  length  exceed  eighteen  feet ;  nor  is 
more  than  feven  feet  and  a  half  in  breadth  and  height :  it  is  how- 
ever very  beautifully  deligned  and  executed  in  the  lolid  rock ;  and 
has  all  the  decorations  of  a  compleat  Gothic  Church  or  Cathedral 
in  miniature. 

But  what  principally  diftinguiihes  the  Chapel,  is,  a  fmall  Tomb 
or  Monument,  on  the  fouth-fide  the  altar:  on  the  top  of  which, 
lies  a  Female  Figure  extended  in  the  manner  that  effigies  are  ufually 
exhibited  praying  on^pcient  tombs.  This  figure,  which  is  very 
delicately  defigned,  fome  have  ignorantly  called  an  image  of  the 
Virgin  Mary  ;  though  it  has  not  the  lead  refemblance  to  the  manner 
in  which  fhe  is  reprefented  in  the  Romiih  Churches ;  who  is  ufually 
eredt,  as  the  objecl  of  adoration,  and  never  in  a  proftrateor  recum- 
bent pofture.  Indeed  the  real  image  of  the  Blefled  Virgin  probably 
ftood  in  a  fmall  nich,  ftill  vifible  behind  the  altar :  whereas  the 
figure  of  a  Bull's  Head,  which  is  rudely  carved  at  this  Lady's  feet, 
the  ufual  place  for  the  Creft  in  old  monuments,  plainly  proves  her 
to  have  been  a  very  different  perfonage. 

About 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


vu 


About  the  tomb  arc  feveral  other  Figures,  which  as  well  as  the 
principal  one  above-mentioned,  are  cut  in  the  natural  rock,  in  the 
fame  manner  as  the  little  Chapel  itfelf,  with  all  its  Ornaments,  and 
the  two  adjoining  Apartments.  What  flight  traditions  are  fcattered 
through  the  country  concerning  the  origin  and  foundation  of  this 
Hermitage,  Tomb,  &c.  are  delivered  to  the  Reader  in  the  follow- 
ing rhimes. 

It  is  univerfally  agreed,  that  the  Founder  was  one  of  the  Ber- 
tram family,  which  had  once  confiderable  pofleflions  in  Nor- 
thumberland, and  were  anciently  Lords  of  Bothal  Caftle,  fituate 
about  ten  miles  from  Warkworth.  He  has  been  thought  to  be  the 
fame  Bertram,  that  endowed  Brinkburn  Priory,  and  built 
Brenkshaugh  Chapel :  which  both  fland  in  the  fame  winding 
valley,  higher  up  the  river. 

But  Brinkburn  Priory  was  founded  in  the  reign  of  K.Henry  I.* 
whereas  the  form  of  the  Gothic  Windows  in  this  Chapel,  efpecially 
of  thofe  near  the  altar,  is  found  rather  to  refemble  the  ftyle  of 
architecture  that  prevailed  about  the  reign  of  K.  Edward  III.  And 
indeed  that  the  fculpture  in  this  Chapel  cannot  be  much  older,  ap- 
pears from  the  Creft  which  is  placed  at  the  Lady's  feet  on  the  tomb  ; 
for  Camden  -f-  informs  us,  that  armorial  Crefts  did  not  become  here- 
ditary till  about  the  reign  of  K.  Edward  II. 

Thefe  appearances  ftill  extant,  ftrongly  confirm  the  account 
given  in  the  following  poem,  and  plainly  prove  that  the  Hermit 
of  Warkworth  was  not  the  fame  perfon  that  founded  Brink- 
burn  Priory  in  the  twelfth  century,  but  rather  one  of  the  Ber- 
tram family,  who  lived  at  a  later  period. 

*  Tanner's  Mon,  Ang.  f   See  his  Remains. 


*%  FIT  was  the  word  ufed  by  the  old  Minftrels  to  fignify 
a  Part  or  Division  of  their  Hiftorical  Songs,  and  was  pecu- 
liarly appropriated  to  this  kind  of  compofitions.  See  Reliques  of 
Ancient  Eng.  Poetry,  Vol.  II,  p.  166  and  397.  2d  Ed. 


THE 


Hermit  of  Warkworth. 


NORTHUMBERLAND      BALLAD. 


FIT     the     FIRST. 


ARK  was  the  night,  and  wild  the  ftorm, 
^|       And  loud  the  torrent's   roar  ; 

And  loud  the  fea  was  heard  to  dam 


Againft  the  diftant  fhore. 


Muring  on  man's  weak  haplefs  ftate, 

The  lonely  Hermit  lay  ; 
When,   lo !   he  heard  a  female   voice 

Lament  in  fore  difmay. 

B 


With 
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With   hofpi table   hafte   he   rofe, 

And  vvak'd   his    fleeping  fire  ; 
And   (hatching  up  a  lighted   brand, 

Forth  hied   the  reverend  fire. 

All   fad   beneath   a  neighbouring  tree 

A    beauteous   maid  he    found, 
Who   beat   her  breaft,   and  with  her  tears- 

Bcdew'd  the   mofly  ground. 

O   weep   not,    lady,   weep   not  fo ; 

Nor   let   vain   fears  alarm ; 
My  little  cell   fhall  fhelter  thee, 

And   keep  thee  fafe  from  harm- 

It  is   not   for  myfelf   I   weep, 

Nor   for    myfelf  I   fear  ; 
But   for   my  dear   and  only   friend, 

Who   lately  left  me  here  : 

And   while   fome   fheltering  bower  he  fought 

Wifhin   this   lonely  wood, 
Ah  !    fore   I   fear  his  wandering   leet 

Have  fiipt  in  yonder  flood. 

O! 


OF      WARKWORTH. 

O  !   truft  in  heaven,    the  Hermit   faid, 

And  to  my  cell   repair ; 
Doubt  not  but  I   fhall  find   thy   friend, 

And  eafe  thee  of  thy  care. 

Then   climbing  up  his   rocky  flairs, 
He   fcales   the   cliff  fo  high  ; 

And   calls  aloud,    and   waves   his   light 
To  guide   the  Granger's   eye. 

Among  the   thickets  long   he   winds 
With  careful   fteps   and  flow : 

At   length   a   voice  return'd   his   call, 
Quick   anfwering  from   below : 

O  tell  me,   father,   tell   me  true, 

If  you  have  chanc'd  to  fee 
A   gentle  maid,    I    lately   left 

Beneath   fome  neighbouring  tree ; 

But  either  I  have  loft  the  place, 

Or  fhe  hath   gone   aftray : 
And   much   I   fear  this   fatal   ftream 

Hath  fnatch'd  her  hence  away. 


Praiie 
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Praife  heaven,   my  fon,   the  Hermit  faid ; 

The   lady's  fafe  and  well  : 
And  foon   he  join'd  the  wandering  youth, 

And   brought  him  to  his   cell. 

Then  well   was  feen,   thefe  gentle  friends 
They   lov'd  each   other   dear : 

The  youth  he   prefs'd  her   to   his   heart; 
The  maid  let  fall  a  tear. 

Ah  !   feldom  had  their  hoft,   I  ween, 

Beheld  fo  fweet   a  pair  : 
The  youth   was   tall   with   manly  bloom, 

She  flender,    foft,   and  fair. 

The  youth  was  clad  in  foreft  green, 

With  bugle-horn  fo  bright : 
She  in  a  filken  robe   and  fcarf 

Snatch'd   up   in   hafty  flight. 

Sit   down,    my   children,   fays   the  Sage ; 

Sweet  reft  your  limbs  require : 
Then   heaps  frefh  fewel  on  the  hearth, 

And  mends   his  little  fire. 


Partake, 


OF      WARKWORTH. 

Partake,  he  faid,  my  fimple  ftore, 
Dried   fruits,    and   milk,    and   curds ; 

And  fpreading  all  upon  the  board, 
Invites  with   kindly  words. 

Thanks,    father,    for   thy   bounteous  fare ; 

The   youthful  couple  fay : 
Then   freely  ate,    and  made  good  chear, 

And   talk'd  their  cares  away. 

Now  fay,    my  children,    (for  perchance 

My  councel  may  avail ) 
What  ftrange  adventure  brought  you  here 

Within   this   lonely  dale  ? 

Firft  tell   me,    father,    faid  the  youth, 
(Nor  blame  mine   eager  tongue) 

What  town 'is   near?    What  lands  are   thefe  ? 
And  to  what  lord  belong  ? 


£> 


Alas !    my  fon,    the  Hermit   faid, 

Why  do   I   live   to  fay, 
The   rightful   lord  of   thefe  domains 

Is  banifh'd  far  away  ? 


Ten 
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Ten  winters  now  have  fhed  their  fnows 

On   this   my  lowly  hall, 
Since  valiant   Hotspur    (fo  the   North 

Our  youthful   lord  did  call) 

Ao-ainft  Fourth   Henry    Bolingbroke 
Led  up  his    northern   powers, 

And    ftoutly   fighting   loft  his   life 
Near   proud   Salopia's   towers. 

One  fon   he  left,    a  lovely  boy, 
His   country's  hope  and  heir ; 

And,    oh  !    to  fave   him  from   his  foes 
It  was  his  grandfire's  care. 

In   Scotland   fafe  he  plac'd  the  child 

Beyond   the  reach   of  ftrife, 
Nor  long  before  the   brave  old  Earl 

At  Bramham  loft  his   life. 

And  now  the  Percy  name,    fo  long 
Our  northern  pride  and   boaft, 

Lies  hid,    alas !    beneath  a  cloud ; 
Their  honors  reft  and  loft. 


No 
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No  chieftain  of  that  noble  houfe 

Now  leads  our  youth  to  arms ; 
The  bordering  Scots  difpoil  our  fields, 

And  ravage  all  our  farms. 

Their  halls  and  catties,    once  fo  fair, 

Now  moulder  in  decay ; 
Proud  ftrangers   now  ufurp  their  lands, 

And  bear   their  wealth   away. 

Nor  far   from  hence,    where  yon  full  ftream 

Runs  winding  down  the  lea, 
Fair  Warkworth  lifts  her  lofty  towers, 

And  overlooks  the  fea. 

Thofe  towers,    alas !    now  lie  forlorn, 

With  noifome   weeds   o'erfpred, 
Where  feafled   lords    and  courtly  dames, 

And  where  the  poor  were  fed. 

Meantime  far  off,    mid   Scottilh   hills 

The  Percy  lives   unknown: 
On   ftranger's  bounty  he  depends, 

And   may  not  claim  his  own. 

O  might 


8  THE       HERMIT 

O   might   I   with  thefe  aged  eyes 

But  live   to   fee   him   here, 
Then  mould  my  foul  depart  in   blifs  !  — 

He   laid,  and  dropt  a  tear. 

And  is   the  Percy  ftill   fo  lov'd 

Of  all  his   friends  and   thee? 
Then,   father,   blefs   me,   faid   the  youth, 

For  I   thy  gueft  am  He. 

Silent   he    gaz'd,    then   turn'd   afide 

To   wipe   the  tears  he  fhed ; 
And    lifting   up   his   hands  and  eyes, 

Poind  bleflings  on   his  head: 

Welcome,    our   dear  and  much-lov'd  lord, 
Thy  country's   hope  and  care : 

But  who  may   this  young  lady   be, 
That  is    (o  wonderous  fair  ? 

Now,   father,    liften   to   my   talc, 
And   thou   (halt   know   the   truth: 

And   let   thy    fage  advice  direcl: 
My  unexperieno'd  youth. 


In 
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In   Scotland  I've   been  nobly  bred 

Beneath  the  Regent's  hand,  * 
In  feats   of  arms,    and  every  lore 

To  fit  me  for  command. 

With  fond  impatience  long  I  burn'd 

My   native   land   to   fee : 
At   length   I   won    my   guardian  friend, 

To   yield  that   boon   to   me. 

Then  up   and   down  in  hunter's   garb 

I   wandered  as   in   chace, 
Till   in  the  noble   Neville's   houfe   -f- 

I   gain'd  a   hunter's  place. 

Sometime  with  him  I  liv'd  unknown, 

Till  Td  the   hap  fo  rare, 
To  pleafe   this   young   and  gentle  dame, 

That  baron's  daughter  fair. 

D  Now, 

*  Robert  Stuart,  difke  of  Albany.     See  the  continuator  of  For- 
Dun's  Scoti-Chronicon,  cap.  18,  cap.  23,  &c. 

t    Ralph    Neville,    fir  ft   Earl  of  Weftmoreland,    whofe  principal 
refidence  was  at  Raby  caftle,  in  the  bifliopriek  of  Durham. 
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Now,    Percy,    faid   the   blufhing  maid, 

The   truth   I    muft  reveal ; 
Souls   great   and   generous,   like  to  thine, 

Their  noble   deeds  conceal. 

It   happened   on   a  rummer's  day, 

Led   by  the   fragrant   breeze 
I  wandered  forth  to   take  the  air 

Among   the   green-wood  trees. 

Sudden  a   band  of  rugged   Scots, 

That  near  in   ambufri  lay, 
Mofs-troopers    from  the  border-iide, 
There   feiz'd   me  for   their  prey. 

My  mrieks  had   all  been  fpent  in  vain, 
But  heaven,    that  faw  my  grief, 

Brought  this   brave   youth  within  my  call, 
Who  flew  to   my   relief. 

With  nothing   but   his   hunting   fpear, 

And   dagger  in   his  hand, 
He  fprung  like   lightning   on  my  foes, 

And  caus'd   them   foon  to  ftand. 


He 
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He  fought,  till   more  afliftance  came  ; 

The  Scots  were  overthrown ; 
Thus  freed  me,    captive,  from  their  bands 

To  make   me  more  his  own. 

0  happy  day !    the  youth   replied : 
Bleft  were   the  wounds  I  bare  ! 

From  that  fond  hour  fhe  deign'd  to  fmile, 
And  liften   to  my   prayer. 

And  when  fhe  knew  my  name  and  birth, 

She  vowed   to  be  my  bride ; 
But  oh!   we  fear'd,   (alas,   the  while!) 

Her  princely  mother's  pride : 

Sifter  of  haughty  Bolingbroke    * 

Our  houfe's  ancient  foe, 
To  me  I  thought  a  banifh'd  wight 

fc>  D 

Could  ne'er  fuch  favour  mow. 

Defpairing  then  to  gain  confent ; 
At  length  to  fly  with  me 

1  won  this  lovely  timorous  maid ; 

To  Scotland  bound  are  we. 

This 

*    Joan,    countefs   of  Weflmoreland,   mother   of   the  young  lady,    was 
daughter  of  John  of  Gaunt,  and  half-filler  of  king  Henry  IV. 
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This  evening,   as  the  night  drew  on, 

Fearing  we  were  purfu'd, 
We  turn'd  adown  the  right-hand  path, 

And  gain'd   this   lonely  wood  : 

Then  lighting  from  our   weary  fteeds 
To  fhun   the  pelting  mower, 

We  met   thy  kind   conducting   hand, 
And   reach'd   this  friendly  bower. 

Now   reft  ye   both,    the  Hermit   faid , 
Awhile  your   cares   foregoe : 

Nor,   Lady,    fcorn   my  humble  bed; 
We'11   pafs   the   night  below.   * 


*  Adjoining  to  the  cliff,  which  contains  the  Chapel  of  the  Hermitnge,  are 
the  remains  of  a  fmall  building,  in  which  the  Hermit  dwelt.  This  confifted 
of  one  lower  apartment,  with  a  little  bedchamber  over  it,  and  is  now  in  ruins  : 
whereas  the  little  Chapel,  cut  in  the  lblid  rock,  is  ftill  very  intire  and  perfect. 


The    End    of    the    First    Part. 


t  r  i  e 


THE 

Hermit  of  Warkworth. 


NORTHUMBERLAND      BALLAD. 
FIT     the     SECOND. 


L 


OVELY  fmil'd   the  blufhing  morn, 
And  every   ftorm  was  fled : 
But  lovelier  far,   with  fweeter  fmile, 
Fair  Eleanor  left   her   bed. 


She  found  her   Henry   all   alone, 

And  cheer'd  him  with  her  fight ; 
The  youth  confulting  with  his   friend 

Had  watch'd   the  livelong  night. 

What  fweet  furprize  o'erpower'd  her  breafl  ? 

Her  cheek  what  blufhes  dyed, 
When  fondly  he   befought  her  there 

To  yield  to  be  his   bride  ? 

E  Within 
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Within   this   lonely   hermitage 

There  is   a  chapel  meet : 
Then  grant,    dear   maid,    my  fond  requeft, 

And  make  my  blifs   compleat. 

O  Henry,    when   thou   deign'ft  to  fue, 

Can  I  thy  fuit   withftand  ? 
When  thou,    lov'd  youth,  haft  won  my  heart, 

Can  I   refufe  my  hand  ? 

For  thee  I  left  a  father's  fmiles, 

And  mother's   tender   care ; 
And  whether  weal   or  woe  betide, 

Thy  lot   I  mean   to  friare. 

And  wilt   thou  then,    O   generous  maid, 

Such   matchlefs    favour  mow, 
To  iriare  with  me  a  banifh'd  wight 

My   peril,   pain,   or  woe  ? 

Now  heaven,   I  truft,   hath  joys   in   flore 

To  crown  thy  conftant  breaft ; 
For,  know,   fond   hope  afiures  my  heart 

That   we  iriall   loon   be  bleft. 


Not 
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Not  far  from  hence  ftands  Coquet   Ifle 

Surrounded   by  the  fea ; 
There   dwells   a   holy  friar,   well-known 

To   all   thy  friends   and  thee :  * 

'Tis  father  Bernard,  fo  revered 

For   every  worthy  deed ; 
To  R  a  b  y   caftle  he   fhall   go, 

And   for  us  kindly  plead. 

To  fetch   this  good   and   holy   man 

Our   reverend  hoft  is   gone ; 
And   foon,   I   truft,    his   pious   hands 

Will  join  us  both  in  one» 

Thus  they  in   fweet  and  tender  talk 

The  lingering  hours    beguile : 
At   length    they  fee  the  hoary  fage 

Come  from  the   neighbouring  ifle. 

With  pious  joy  and  wonder  mix'd 

He   greets  the  noble  pair, 

And   glad  confents   to  join  their  hands 

With  many  a  fervent  prayer. 

Then 

*  In  the  little  ifland  of  Coquet,  near  Warkworth,  are  fli!l  feen  the  ruins 
of  a  Cell,  which  belonged  to  the  Benedictine  monks  of  Tinemouth-Abbey. 
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Then   ftrait  to   Raby's    diftant   walls 

He   kindly  wends   his   way ; 
Mean-time  in   love  and   dalliance   fweet 

They  fpend    the  livelong  day. 

And  now,   attended   by  their  hoft, 

The   Hermitage  they   view'd, 
Deep-hewn  within   a   craggy  cliff, 

And  over-hung   with  wood. 

And  near   a   flight   of  fhapely  Steps, 

All  cut   with  niceft  {kill, 
And  piercing   thro'    a  ftony   Arch, 

Ran  winding  up   the   hill. 

There  deck'd  with  many  a  flower  and  herb 

His   little  Garden  (lands ; 
With  fruitful   trees   in    fhady  rows, 

All   planted   by  his  hands. 

Then,   fcoop'd  within   the  folid   rock, 
Three   facred   Vaults  he  mows : 

The  chief  a  Chapel-,    neatly   arch'd, 
On  branching   columns  rofe. 

CI 


Each 
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Each  proper  ornament  was  there, 

That  mould   a  chapel  grace  ; 
The  Latice  for  confefllon  fram'd, 

And  Holy-water  Vafe. 

O'er  either  door  a  facred  Text 

Invites  to  godly  fear  j 
And  in  a  little  Scucheon  hung 

The  crofs,   and  crown,   and   fpear. 

Up  to  the  Altar's  ample   breadth 

Two  eaiy   fteps  afcend  j 
And  near  a  glimmering    folemn   light 

Two  well-wrought  Windows  lend. 

Beiide  the   altar  rofe  a  Tomb 

All  in  the  living   ftone ; 
On  which  a  young  and  beauteous   Maid 

In  goodly  fculpture  fhone. 

A  kneeling  Angel  fairly  carv'd 

Lean'd  hovering  o'er  her  breaft ; 
A  weeping   Warrior  at  her  feet ; 

And  near   to  thefe   her  Creft.  * 

F  The 

*  This  is  a  Bull's  Head,  the  creft  of  the  Widdrington  family.  All  the 
Figures,  &c.  here  defcribed  are  ftill  vifible  j  only  fomewhat  effaced  with  length 
of  time, 
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The  cliff,  the  vault,  but  chief  the  tomb. 

Attract  the  wondering  pair : 
Eager  they  afk,    What  haplefs   dame 

Lies  fculptured  here  fo  fair  ? 

The  Hermit  figh'd,  the  Hermit  wept, 
For   forrow  fcarce  could  fpeak : 

At  length  he  wip'd  the  trickling  tears 
That  all   bedewed  his  cheek  : 

Alas !  my   children,  human   life 

Is   but   a  vale  of  woe ; 
And   very  mournful  is  the  tale, 

Which  ye  fo  fain  would  know. 

THE     HERMIT's     TALE* 

Young  lord,  thy  grandflre  had  a  friend 

In  days  of  youthful  fame ; 
Yon   diftant  hills   were  his  domains, 

Sir   Bertram  was  his  name. 

Where'er  the  noble   Percy  fought 

His   friend   was   at    his   fide ; 
And  many   a  fkirmifh  with  the  Scots 

Their  early   valour   try'd. 


Young 
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Young  Bertram  lov'd  a  beauteous  maid, 

As  fair  as  fair  might  be ; 
The  dew-drop,  on   the   lily's  cheek 

Was    not   fo  fair  as   me. 

Fair  Widdrington  the  maiden's  name, 

Yon  towers   her  dwelling  place  j  * 
Her  fire  an  old  Northumbrian  chief 

Devoted   to   thy  race. 

Many   a  lord,    and  many   a  knight 

To   this  fair  damfel  came ; 
But  Bertram  was  her  only  choice  j 

For  him  fhe  felt  a  flame. 

Lord  Percy  pleaded  for  his  friend., 

Her   father  foon  confents ; 
None  but   the   beauteous  maid  herfelf 

His  wilhes  now  prevents. 

But  fhe  with  ftudied  fond  delays 

Defers  the  blifsful  hour ; 
And  loves  to  try  his  constancy.. 

And  prove  her  maiden  power. 

That 

*  Widdrington  caftle,   is  about  five  miles  fouth  of  Warkworth, 
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That  heart,  (he   faid,   is   lightly  priz'd, 

Which   is  too  lightly  won  ; 
And   long   fhall   rue   that   eafy  maid, 

Who  yields  her   love   too  foon. 

Lord  Percy  made  a  folemn  feaft 

In  Alnwick's  princely  hall; 
And  there  came  lords,   and  there  came  knights, 

His  chiefs  and   barons   all. 

With   waffel,   mirth,    and  revelry 

The  caftle  rung  around : 
Lord  Percy   call'd  for  fong  and  harp, 

And  pipes  of  martial   found. 

The  Minftrels  of  thy  noble  houfe, 

All   clad    in  robes   of  blue, 
With  filver    crefcents   on   their  arms, 

Attend  in   order   due. 

The   great  atchievements   of  thy  ra>ce 
They  fung :  their  high  command: 

M  How  valiant  M  a  in  f  red  o'er  the  feas 
**  Firft  led  his  northern  band.  * 


"  Brave 


'*  Sec  Dugdale's  baronage,  &c. 
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<c  Brave  Galfrid  next  to  Normandy 

"  With  venturous  Rollo  came ; 
"  And  from  his  Norman   caftles  won 

"  Aflum'd   the  Percy   name.  * 

"  They  fung,   how  in  the  Conqueror's  fleet 
"   Lord  William   fhip'd  his   powers, 

"  And  gain'd  a  fair  young  Saxon  bride 
"  With  all  her  lands   and   towers,   f 

11  Then  journeying  to  the   Holy   Land, 
"   There   bravely   fought   and    dy'd : 

"  But  flrft  the  fllver  Crefcent  wan, 
"  Some  Paynim   Soldan's   pride. 

G  "  They 


*  In  Lower  Normandy  are  three  places  of  the  name  of  Percy:  whence 
the  family  took  the  furname  De  Percy. 

t  William  de  Percy,  (fifth  in  Defcent  from  Galfrid,  or  Gef- 
frey de  Percy,  fon  of  Mainfred,)  aflifted  in  the  conqueft  of  Eng- 
land, and  had  given  him  the  large  pofTeflions  in  Yorkfliire,  of  Emma  de 
Porte,  (fo  the  Norman  writers  name  her,)  whofe  father,  a  great  Saxon  lord, 
had  been  flain  fighting  along  with  Harold.  '  This  young  lady,  William  from 
a  principle  of  honour  and  generality,  married  :  for  having  had  all  her  lands  be- 
ftowed  upon  him  by  the  Conqueror,  "  he  (to  ufe  the  words  of  the  old  Whitby 
"  Chronicle)  wedded  hyr  that  was  very  heire  to  them,  in  difcharging  of  his 
"  confeience."  See  Had.  MSS.  692.  (26.)—  He  diad  in  Afia,  in  the  firft 
Crufade. 
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"  They  fung   how  Agnes,  beauteous  heir, 

"   The  queen's   own   brother   wed 
"  Lord  Jos celine,   fprung   from  Charlemagne, 

"  In  princely  Brabant  bred.   * 

"  How   he   the  Percy   name  reviv'd, 

"  And  how  his   noble  line 
"  Still  foremoft  is  their  country's  caufe 

"  With  godlike  ardour   mine." 

With  loud  acclaims   the  liftening  crowd 

Applaud  the   matters'   long, 
And  deeds  of  arms  and  war  became 

The  theme  of  every  tongue. 

Now   high  heroic  a&s   they  tell, 

Their   perils   paft  recall : 
When,   lo !    a   damfel   young  and  fair 

Step'd    forward  thro'    the   hall. 


She 


*  Agnes  de  Percy,  fole  htircfs  of  h?r  houfe,  married  Jose  e  ian  e  d  e 
Lovain,  youngtft  fon  of  Godfrey  Barbatus,  duke  of  Brabant,  and  terr  ot 
q  loen  Adtliza,  fecond  wife  of  king  Henry  I.  He  took  the  name  of  Percy, 
and  was  anccftcr  of  the  earls  of  Northumberland.  His  fon  lord  Richard 
:)•■:  Percy  was  one  of  the  twenty-five  W.rons,  chofen  to  fee  the  Magna  Chaitt 
t'uly  obferved. 
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She  Bertram  courteously  addrefs'd ; 

And  kneeling  on  her  knee ; 
Sir  knight,   the   lady  of  thy  love 

Hath  fent  this   gift  to  thee. 

Then  forth   /he  drew  a  glittering  helme 

Well-plated   many  a   fold, 
The  cafque   was  wrought  of  tempered  fteel, 

The   creft  of  burnifh'd  gold. 

Sir  knight,   thy  lady  fends   thee  this, 

And  yields  to   be   thy  bride, 
When  thou  haft  prov'd  this  maiden  gift 

Where  fharpeft  blows   are  try'd. 

Young  Bertram   took   the  mining   helme 
And   thrice   he   kifs'd   the   fame : 

Truft  me,   I'll   prove   this   precious  cafque 
With   deeds  of  nobleft  fame. 

Lord  Percy,    and   his   barons   bold 

Then   fix  upon   a  day 
To  fcour  tlie   marches,  late  oppreft, 

And  Scottifh  wrongs  repay. 


23 
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The  knights  affetnbled   on  the   hills 
A  thoufand   horfe  and  more : 

Brave  Widdrington,    tho'   funk   in   years, 
The  Percy-  ftandard  bore. 

Tweed's   limpid   current   foon   they   pafs, 
And   range   the  borders  round : 

Down  the    green  flopes   of  Tiviotdale 
Their   bugle-horns   relound. 

As   when   a  lion    in   his    den 
Hath   heard   the   hunters  cries, 

And  rumes   forth  to  meet   his   foes ; 
So   did  the  Douglas    rife. 

Attendant  on  their   chief's  command 

A   thoufand   warriors   wait : 
And   now   the  fatal  hour   drew   on 

Of  cruel   keen  debate. 

A  chofen   troop   of  Scottifh  youths 

Advance   before   the   reft  ; 
Lord  Percy    mark'd    their   gallant  mien, 

And   thus   his  friend  addrefs'd. 


Now, 
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Now,  Bertram,    prove  thy  Lady's   lielme, 

Attack  yon   forward   band ; 
Dead   or  alive   I'll  refcue   thee, 

Or  perifh   by  their  hand. 

Young  Bertram  bow'd,  with  glad  afTent, 

And  fpur'd  his  eager  fleed, 
And  calling  on   his   Lady's  name, 

Rufh'd   forth  with  whirlwind  fpeed. 

As   when  a  grove   of  fapling  oaks 

The  livid   lightning  rends ; 
So  fiercely   'mid   the  oppofing   ranks 

Sir   Bertram's  fword  defcends. 

This  way  and  that  he  drives   the  fteel, 

And  keenly  pierces  thro' ; 
And  many   a  tall  and  comely   knight 

With   furious   force  he   flew. 

Now  doling  fair,  on   every   fide 
They   hem  fir   Bertram  round : 

But  dauntlefs   he  repels  their  rage, 
And  deals  forth  many  a  wound. 
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The   vigour   of  his  fingle   arm 

Had   well-nigh  won  the  field ; 
When   ponderous  fell  a  Scotifh  ax, 

And  clove  his  lifted,  fhield. 

Another   blow   his   temples   took, 

And  reft   his  helm   in   twain; 
That  beauteous  helm,    his  Lady's  gift ! 

His  blood  bedewed  the  plain. 

Lord   Percy   faw  his   champion  fall 

Amid  the  unequal   fight ; 
And  now,  my  noble  friends,    he  faid, 

Let's   five   this   gallant  knight. 

Then  milling  in,  with  ftretch'd  out  fhield 

He  o'er  the   warrior  hung ; 
As   fome   fierce   eagle   fpreads   her   wing 

To   guard  her  callow   young. 

e  times  they  ftrove  to  feize  their  prey, 
rhree   times   they  quick   retire : 
at    1   ice   could   ftand  his  furious  ftaokes, 
Or  meet  his  martial  fire  ? 


Now 
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Now  gathering   round   on   every  part 

The   battle  rag'd   amain ; 
And  many  a  lady  wept   her  lord 

That  hour  untimely  ilain. 

Percy  and  Douglas,  great  in   arms, 

There  all  their   courage  fhow'd ; 
And  all   the   field  was  ftrew'd   with   dead, 

And  all  with   crimfon   flow'd. 

At  length   the    glory   of  the   day 

The  Scots  reluctant  yield, 
And,  after  wonderous  valour  fhown, 

They  flowly   quit   the   field. 

All  pale  extended   on   their   fhields 

And  weltering  in  his  gore 
Lord   Percy's   knights   their  bleeding   friend 

To   Wark's    fair  cattle   bore. 

Well  haft  thou   earn'd  my   daughter's   love ; 

Her   father  kindly  fed ; 
And   fhe   herfelf  fhall   drefs   thy    wounds^ 

And  tend  thee  in   thy  bed. 

A  meflage 
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A  meflage  went,   no  daughter  came, 

Fair   Isabel  ne'er  appears : 
Bcfhrevv  me,   faid   the  aged  chief, 

Young  maidens   have  their  fears. 

Cheer   up,  my  fon,  thou  malt  her  fee 
So   foon   as  thou   can  ft   ride ; 

And   me  fhall   nurfe  thee  in  her   bower, 
And  me  mall  be  thy  bride. 

Sir  Bertram,   at  her  name  reviv'd, 
He   blefs'd  the   foothing   found ; 

Fond  hope  fupplied   the  Nurfe's  care, 
And   heal'd  his  ghaftly  wound. 


***  Wa  R  K  caflle,  a  fortrefs  belonging  to  the  Englifh,  and  of  great  note  in 
ancient  times,  flood  on  the  fouthern  bank  of  the  river  Tweed,  a  little  to 
the  eaft  of  Tiviotdaie,  and  not  far  from  Kelfo.  It  is  now  intirely  dc- 
flroyed. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Part. 
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Hermit  of  Warkworth. 

A 

NORTHUMBERLAND     BALLAD. 

FIT     the     THIRD. 

ON  E  early   morn,    while   dewy  drops 
Hung   trembling  on   the.  tree, 
Sir  Bertram   from  his  fick-bed  rofe, 
His    bride   he  would   go    fee. 

A  brother  he  had  in  prime  of  youth, 

Of  courage  firm  and  keen, 
And  he  would  tend  him  on  the  way 

Becaufe  his  wounds  were  green. 

All  day  o'er  mofs  and  moor  they  rode, 

By   many  a  lonely  tower ; 
And  'twas  the  dew-fall  of  the  night 

Ere  they  drew  near*  her  bower. 

I  Moft 
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Mofl  drear  and  dark  the   caftle  feem'd, 
That  wont   to  fhine  fo   bright ; 

And   long   and   loud   fir   Bertram   call'd 
Ere   he  beheld  a  light. 

4  - 

At   length  her   aged  Nurfe  arofe 
With   voice  fo   ilirill   and  clear : 

What  wight  is   this,   that  calls  fo  loud. 
And  knocks   fo  boldly  here  ? 

'Tis  Bertram  calls,  thy  Lady's  love, 

Come   from   his    bed  of  care : 
All  day  I've   ridden   o'er  moor  and  mofs 

To   fee  thy    Lady   fair. 

Now   out   alas!    (me   loudly    iliriek'd) 

Alas !  how  may  this   be  ? 
For  fix   long  days   are   gone  and   paft 

Since  fhe   fet   out   to   thee. 

Sad  terror  fciz'd  fir  Bertram's  heart, 

And  oft  he   deeply  figh'd ; 
When  now  the   draw-bridge  was   let   down, 

And  gates   fet  open   wide. 


Six 
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Six  days,  young  knight,   are   paft   and  gone, 

Since  me   fet  out   to  thee ; 
And   fure   if  no   fad   harm   had  hap'd 

Long  fince  thou  wouldft  her  fee. 

For   when   fhe   heard   thy   grievous  chance 

She   tore  her  hair,   and  cried, 
Alas !    I've    flain    the  comelieft   knight, 

All   thro'  my  folly  and  pride ! 

And   now  to  atone  for  my   fad   fault, 

And   his   dear  health   regain, 
I'll   go  myfelf,   and   nurfe   my  love, 

And    foothe  his   bed  of  pain. 

Then  mounted   fhe  her  milk-white  fteed 

One  morn  at  break   of  day ; 
And  two   tall  yeomen    went  with   her 

To   guard   her   on  the  way. 

Sad  terror  fmote  fir  Bertram's  heart, 

And  grief  o'erwhelm'd  his  mind : 
Truft  me,  faid  he,    I  ne'er  will  reft 

'Till  I  thy  Lady  find. 

Thai 


32  THE       HERMIT 

That  night  he  fpent  in  forrow  and  care; 

And  with  fad  boding  heart 
Or  ever  the  dawning  of  the  day 

His  brother  and  he  depart. 

Now,   brother,    we'll  our  ways  divide, 

O'er  Scottifh  hills  to  range ; 
Do  thou  go  north,   and  I'll  go  weft ; 

And  all  our  drefs  we'll  change. 

Some  Scottifh  carle  hath  feized  my  love, 

And   borne  her  to  his  den  ; 
And  ne'er  will  I  tread  Englifh  ground 

Till  ihe  is  rcftored  agen. 

The  brothers  ftrait  their  paths  divide, 
O'er  Scottifh  hills  to  range  ; 

And  hide  tlicmfelves  in  queint  difguifc, 
And  oft  their  drefs  they  change. 

Sir  Bertram  clad  in  gown  of  gray, 

Moft  like  a  Palmer  poor, 
To  halls  and  caftles   wanders  round, 

And  beo;s   from   door  to  door. 


Sometimes 
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Sometimes  a  Minftrel's   garb  he  wears, 

With    pipes   fo  fweet  and  fhrill ; 
And   wends  to   every   tower  and   town ; 

O'er  every  dale   and  hill. 

One  day   as  he  fate  under  a  thorn 

All  funk   in   deep   difpair, 
An  aged  Pilgrim  pafs'd  him   by, 

Who   mark'd   his  face  of  care. 

All  Minftrels   yet  that  ever  I  faw, 

Are   full  of  game  and  glee : 
But   thou  art  fad  and  woe-begone ! 

I  marvel  whence  it  be  I 

Father,   I  ferve  an  aged  Lord, 

Whofe   grief  afflicts   my  mind ; 
His  only  child  is   ftol'n   away, 

And  fain  I   would   her  find. 

Cheer  up,   my  fon ;    perchance,   (he   faid) 

Some  tidings    I   may   bear  : 
For  oft  when   human   hopes   have  fail'd, 

Then  heavenly  comfort 's  near. 

K  Behind 
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Behind  yon  hills   fo  fteep  and  high, 

Down   in  a   lowly  glen, 
There  ftands  a   caftle  fair   and  ftrong, 

Far  from   th'  abode  of  men. 

As  late  I  chanc'd  to  crave  an  alms 

About  this   evening  hour,. 
Me-thought  I   heard   a   Lady's  voice 

Lamenting  in   the   tower. 

And  when  I   afk'd,   what  harm  had  hap'd, 

What   Lady   fick-  there   lay  ? 
They  rudely   drove  me  from  the  gate, 

And   bade   me  wend   away. 

Thefe   tidings   caught   {ir   Bertram's   ear. 

He  thank'd   him  for  his   tak ; 
And  foon   he  hafted  o'er  the   hills, 

And   foon  he   rcach'd   the   vale. 

Then   drawing   near   thofe   lonely    towers, 

Which   flood   in   dale   fo   low, 
And   fitting   down   befide    the  gate, 

His   pipes  he  'gan  to   blow. 


Sir 
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Sir  Porter,  is  thy  lord  at  home 

To  hear  a  Minftrel's  fong  ? 
Or  may   I  crave  a   lodging  here, 

Without   offence  or  wrong  ? 

My  Lord,  he  faid,  is  not  at  home 

To   hear   a  Minftrel's   fong : 
And  mould   I   lend  thee   lodging   here 

My   life  would  not  be  long. 

He  play'd  again   fo  foft  a  (train, 

Such   power   fweet    founds   impart, 
He  won  the   churlilh  Porter's   ear, 

And  moved  his   ftubborn   heart. 

Minftrel,  he  fay'd,   thou  play'ft  fo   fweet, 

Fair  entrance  thou   fhould'ft  win ; 
But,   alas,   I'm  fworn  upon   the   rood 

To  let  no  ftranger  in. 

Yet,  Minftrel,    in  yon  riling  cliff 

Thou' It   find  a   flickering  cave  ; 
And  here  thou  fhalt  my   fupper   fliare, 

And   there  thy   lodging  have. 

All 
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All   day   lie  fits  befide  the  gate, 
And  pipes  both  loud  and   clear: 

All  night  he  watches  round  the  walls, 
In   hopes  his   love  to  hear. 

The  firft  night,  as  he  filent  watch'd, 

All   at  the  midnight  hour, 
He  plainly   heard  his   Lady's  voice 

Lamenting  in  the  tower. 

The  fecond  night   the  moon   fhone   clear, 
And    gilt   the    fpangled   dew ; 

He  faw  his    Lady   thro'  the   grate, 
But   'twas    a  transient  view. 

The  third   night   wearied   out   he   ilept 
'Till   near  the  morning  tide ; 

When  darting  up,    he  feiz'd  his  fword, 
And   to  the  caflle   hy'd. 

When,   lo !   he   faw  a  ladder   of  ropes 

Depending  from   the  wall ; 
And    o'er  the   mote  was   newly   laid 

A   poplar   ftrong  and   tall. 
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And  foon  he  faw  his  love  defcend 

Wrapt  in  a  tartan  plaid ; 
Aflifted   by  a   fturdy  youth 

In  highland  garb   y-clad. 

Amaz'd,   confounded   at  the  fight, 

He  lay  unfeen  and  frill ; 
And   foon  he   faw  them  crofs  the  ftream, 

And   mount   the   neighbouring   hill. 

Unheard,   unknown   of  all   within, 

The  youthful   couple  fly. 
But  what   can   fcape   the  lover's   ken  ? 

Or   fhun  his  piercing  eye  ? 

With   filent   flep   he   follows   clofe 

Behind   the   flying  pair, 
And   faw  her  hang   upon   his   arm 

With  fond   familiar  air. 

Thanks,   gentle  youth,   fhe  often  faid ; 

My   thanks   thou  well   haft  won  : 
For  me   what  wiles   haft  thou  contriv'd  ? 

For  me  what   dangers   run  ? 

L  And 
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And  ever   fTiall   my   grateful   heart 

Thy   fer vices    repay  :  — 
Sir  Bertram   could   no  further  hear, 

But  cried,     Vile   traitor,   ftay  ! 

Vile  traitor!  yield  that  Lady  up!  — 
And   quick   his   fword   he  drew. 

The  ftranger  turn'd  in  fudden  rage, 
And  at   Sir  Bertram  flew. 

With  mortal  hate  their  vigorous  arms 
Gave   many   a   vengeful  blow : 

But  Bertram's  ftronger  hand  prevail'd, 
And  laid  the  ftranger   low. 

Die,   traitor,   die  !  —  A   deadly   thruft 

Attends   each  furious   word. 
Ah  !   then  fair   Ifabel  knew   his   voice, 

And   ruili'd   beneath   his   fword. 

O   ftop,   fhe   cried,  O   flop   thy   arm ! 

Thou   doft   thy   brother   flay  !  — 
And   here  the  Hermit  paus'd,   and  wept : 

His   tongue   no  more   could   fay. 


At 
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At   length  he   cried,    Ye  lovely  pair, 

How   fhall   I  tell    the  reft? 
Ere  I   could  ftop   my  piercing   fvvord, 

It   fell,    and   ftab'd  her   breaft. 

Wert   thou    thyfelf  that   haplefs  youth  ? 

Ah  !  cruel   fate !   they   faid. 
The  Hermit  wept,  and  fo  did    they : 

They  ligh'd ;   he  hung  his  head. 

0  blind  and  jealous   rage,  he   cried, 
What   evils   from  thee  flow  ? 

The  Hermit   paus'd ;   they  iilent   mourn'd : 
He  wept,  and   they   were  woe. 

Ah  !  when  I   heard   my   brother's  name, 
And   faw  my  lady   bleed, 

1  rav'd,    I  wept,   I   curft  my  arm, 
That   wrought  the  fatal   deed. 

In  vain  I  clafp'd   her  to  my  breaft, 
And   clos'd   the   ghaftly  wound ; 

In   vain   I   prefs'd   his   bleeding   corpfe, 
And  rais'd   it  from  the  ground. 
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My   brother,   alas !   fpake   never   more, 

His  precious   life   was   flown. 
She   kindly   ftrove   to   footh  my   pain, 

Regardlefs   of  her   own. 

Bertram,   me   faid,   be   comforted, 

And    live   to   think   on   me : 
May  we  in  heaven  that  union   prove, 

Which  here  was   not   to  be  ! 

Bertram,   me   faid,   I   ftill  was  true ; 

Thou    only    hadft    my    heart : 
May  we  hereafter  meet  in  blifs ! 

We   now,  alas !   muft  part. 

For   thee,   I   left  my    father's   hall, 

And  flew   to  thy  relief, 
When,    lo !   near  Chiviot's   fatal   hills 

I   met   a  Scottifh   chief, 

Lord  Malcolm's   fon,    whofe   proffered  love, 

I   had  refus'd  with   fcorn  ; 
He   flew   my  guards  and   feiz'd  on  me 

Upon   that   fatal  morn  : 


And 
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And  in  thefe   dreary   hated  walls 

He  kept  me   clofe  confin'd ; 
And   fondly   fued,   and  warmly  prefs'd 

To  win  me   to  his   mind. 

Each  rifing  morn   increas'd  my  pain, 

Each  night  increas'd  my  fear ; 
When  wandering  in   this   northern   garb 

Thy  brother   found  me  here. 

He  quickly  form'd  this  brave  deiign 

To   fet  me   captive  free ; 
And  on   the  moor   his   horfes  wair 

Ty'd   to   a  neighbouring   tree. 

Then  hafte,  my  love,  efcape  away, 

And  for  thyfelf  provide ; 
And  fometime   fondly  think  on   her, 

Who  mould  have  been   thy  bride. 

Thus  pouring  comfort  on  my  foul 

Even   with  her  lateft  breath, 
She  gave  one   parting  fond  embrace, 

And  clos'd  her  eyes  in   death. 

M  In 
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In  wild  amaze,   in   fpecchlefs  woe 

Devoid  of  fenfe  I  lay  : 
Then    fudden   all    in   frantic   mood 

I   meant    myfelf  to  {lay: 

And  rifing   up   in   furious   hafte 
I   feiz'd   the   bloody   brand  * : 

A   fturdy   arm  here  interpos'd, 

And   wrench'd  it   from   my   hand. 

A  crowd,   that   from  the   caftle  came, 
Had   mifs'd    their   lovely   ward ; 

And   feizing  me  to   prifon    bare, 
And  deep   in   dungeon    barr'd. 

It    chanc'd  that  on  that  very  morn 
Their  chief  was   prifoner   ta'en : 

Lord   Percy  had   us   foon   exchano-'d. 
And  ftrove   to   foothe  my  pain. 

And    foon   thofe  honoured   dear  remains, 
To   England  were  convey'd  ; 

And   there   within  their   filent   tombs, 
With   holy  rites   were  laid. 

i 

•    i.  e.   Sword. 
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For  me,    I   loath'd  my  wretched  life, 

And   oft   to   end   it  fought ; 
Till  time,   and  thought,    and  holy   men 

Had   better   counfels   taught. 


& 


They  rais'd  my   heart   to   that   pure  fource, 
Whence  heavenly   comfort  flows : 

They  taught   me  to  defpife  the   world, 
And  calmly   bear  -its   woes. 

No   more   the   flave   of  human   pride, 

Vain  hope,   and  fordid  care ; 
I  meekly   vowed   to  fpend   my   life 

In   penitence   and   prayer. 

The  bold   Sir  Bertram   now  no  more, 

Impetuous,   haughty,    wild ; 
But   poor  and   humble  Benedict, 

Now  lowly,  patient,  mild  : 

My   lands    I   gave   to   feed   the  poor, 

And  facred  altars  raife ; 
And   here  a   lonely  Anchorete 

I   came  to  end   my  days. 


This 
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This   fweet   fequeftered  vale  I  cliofe, 
Thefe   rocks,    and  hanging  grove ; 

For  oft  befide   this   murmuring  ftream 
My  love  was  wont  to  rove. 

My  noble  Friend  approv'd   my  choice; 

This   bleft   retreat  he   gave: 
And  here  I  carv'd  her   beauteous   form, 

And  fcoop'd  this  holy  cave. 

Full   fifty   winters,    all  forlorn, 
My  life   I've   lingered   here ; 

And   daily  o'er  this  fculptured  faint 
I   drop  the  penfive   tear. 

And  thou,  dear  brother  of  my   heart, 

So  faithful   and   fo   true, 
The  fad   remembrance  of  thy  fate 

Still  makes  my  bofom  ruej 

Yet  not  unpitied  pafs'd  my  life, 

Forfaken,    or   forgot, 
The  Percy  and   his   noble  Son 

Would  grace  my   lowly  cot. 


Oft 
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Oft   the   great  Earl   from   toils   of  ftate, 

And   cumbrous  pomp    of  power, 
Would  gladly  feek   my  little  cell 

To  fpend  the  tranquil  hour. 

But  length  of  life  is   length  of  woe, 

I   liv'd  to  mourn  his  fall : 
I  liv'd  to  mourn  his   godlike  Son, 

Their  friends  and  followers  all. 


* 


But  thou  the  honours  of  thy  race, 

Lov'd   youth,   malt  now  reftore ; 
And  raife  again   the  Percy   name 

More   glorious    than  before. 

He   ceas'd,    and   on  the  lovely   pair 

His   choiceft   bleffings  laid : 
While   they   with  thanks  and  pitying  tears 

His   mournful   tale   repaid. 

And   now  what  prefent   courfe   to   take 

They  ark   the  good  old   fire ; 
And   guided   by  his   fage  advice 

To  Scotland  they  retire. 

N  Mean- 

*  Hotfpur. 
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Mean-time   their   (bit   fuch   favour   found 

At   Raby's   ftately  hall, 
Earl   Neville   and   his  princely   Spoufe 

Now  gladly  pardon  all. 

She  iuppliant   at   her  *    Nephew's   throne 

The  royal   grace   implor'd : 
To  all   the  honours  of  his   race 

The   Percy  was   reftor'd. 

The   youthful   Earl   ftill    more  and  more 
Admir'd  his   beauteous   dame: 

Nine   noble  Sons    to    him  me  bore, 
All  worthy  of  their  name. 

*  King  Henry  V.    A.  D.  1414. 


The    End    of    the    Ballad. 


*%  The  account  given  in  the  foregoing  ballad  of  youngf 
Percy,  the  fon  of  Hotspur,  receives  the  following  confirma- 
tion from  the  old  Chronicle  of  Whitby. 

"  Henry  Percy,   the  fon  of  Sir  Henry  Percy,   that  was 

*J  flayne 
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«  flayne  at  Shrewefbery,  and  of  Elizabeth,  the  daughter  of 
"  the  Erie  of  Marche,  after  the  death  of  his  Father  and  Graunt- 
"  fyre,  was  exiled  into  Scotland  *  in  the  time  of  king  Henry 
"  the  Fourth  :  but  in  the  time  of  king  Henry  the  Fifth,  by  the 
"  labour  of  Johanne  the  countes  of  Weftmerland,  (whofe 
"  Daughter  Alianor  he  had  wedded  in  co-ming  into 
"  England,)  he  recovered  the  King's  grace,  and  the  countye 
tc  of  Northumberland,  fo  was  the  second  Erle  of  Northum- 
"  berland. 

"  And  of  this  Alianor  his  wife,  he  begate  IX  Sonnes,  and 
"  HI  Daughters,  whofe  names  be  Johanne,  that  is  buried  at 
"  Whytbye:  Thomas,  lord  Egremont :  Katheryne  Gray  of 
"  Rythyn:  Sir  Raffe  Percy:  William  Percy,  a  Byfhopp : 
"  Richard  Percy:  John,  that  dyed  without  Issue:  [another 
11  John,  called  by  Vincent  f  '  Johannes  Percy  fenior  de  Wark- 
"  worth':]  George  Percy,  Clerk:  Henry  that  dyed  without 

"  Issue:    Anne "    [  befides    the    eldeft  fon  and  fucceffbr 

here  omitted,  becaufe  he  comes  in  below,  viz.] 

"  Henry  Percy,  the  third  Erie  of  Northumberland." 

Vid.  Had.  MSS.  No.  692.  (26.)  in  the  Britifli  Mufeum. 

*  i.  e.  remained  an  Exile  in  Scotland  during  the  Reign  of  king  Henry  IV. 
In  Scotia  exulavit  tempore  Henrici  Regis  quarti.     Lat.  MS.  penes  Due.  North. 

f  See  his  Great  Baronag.   No.  20.  in  the  Heralds  office. 
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IT  will  perhaps  gratify  the  curious  Reader  to  be  informed,  that 
from  a  word  or  two  formerly  legible  over  one  of  the  Chapel 
Doors,  it  is  believed  that  the  Text  there  infcribed  was  that  Latin 
verfe  of  the  Pfalmift  *,  which  is  in  our  Tranflation, 

Mv  Tears  have  been  my  meat  day  and  night. 

It  is  alfo  certain,  that  the  memory  of  the  firft  Hermit  was 
held  in  fuch  regard  and  veneration  by  the  Percy  Family; 
that  they  afterwards  maintained  a  Chantry  Prieft,  to  refide  in  the 
Hermitage,  and  celebrate  Mafs  in  the  Chapel :  whofe  allowance, 
uncommonly  liberal  and  munificent,  was  continued  down  to  the 
DifTolution  of  the  Mon arteries ;  and  then  the  whole  Salary,  together 
with  the  Hermitage  and  all  its  dependencies,  reverted  back  to  the 
Family,  having  never  been  endowed  in  mortmain.  On  this  ac- 
count we  have  no  Record,  which  fixes  the  date  of  the  Founda- 
tion, or  gives  any  particular  account  of  the  firft  Hermit ;  but  the 
following  Inftrument  will  mow  the  liberal  Exhibition  afforded  to 
his  Succefibrs.  It  is  the  Patent  granted  to  the  laft  Hermit  in  1532, 
and  is  copied  from  an  ancient  MS.  book  of  Grants,  Sec.  of  the  VIth 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  in  Henry  the  Vlllths  time  -j-. 

SIR   GEORGE   LANCASTRE   PATENT  OF  XX  MERKS 

BY    YERE. 

"  Henry  Erie  of  Northumbreland,  &c.  Knowe  youe  that  I 
*'  the  faide  Erie,  in  confederation  of  the  diligent  and  thankfull 
"  fervice,  that  my  welbeloved  Chaplen  fir  George  Lancastre 

O  "  hath 

*  Pfal.  xlii.  3.  1  Gafiid,  F.  I.  No,  1,  penes  Due.  Northumb. 
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"  hath  don  unto  me  the  faid  Erie,  and  alfo  for  the  goode  and 
"  vertus  difpofition  that  I  do  perceyve  in  him :  And  for  that  he 
"  fliall   have  in  his  daily  recommendation   and  praiers   the   good 
"  eftate  of  all  fuche  noble  Blode  and  other  Perfonages,  as  be  now 
"  levynge ;  And  the  Soules  of  fuch  noble  Blode  as  be  departed 
"  to  the  mercy  of  God  owte  of  this  prefent  lyve,  Whos  Names 
"  are  conteyned  and  wrettyn  in  a  Table  upon  perchment  figned 
"  with  thande  of  me  the  faid  Erie,   and  delivered  to  the  cuftodie 
*'  and  keapynge  of  the  faid  iir  George  Lancafter :  And  further, 
"  that  he  (hall  kepe  and  faye   his  de.vyn    fervice    in   celebratyng 
"  and  doynge  MafTe  of  Rcgine  every  weke  accordinge  as  it  ys  writ- 
"  ten  and  fet  furth  in  the  faide  Table:  Have  geven  and  graunted, 
"  and  by  thefe  prefentes  do  gyve  and  graunte  unto  the   faid  fir 
"  George,    myn  Armytage  belded  in  a  Rock  of  (tone  within 
"  my  Parke  of  Warkworth  in  the  Countie  of  Northumbre- 
"  land    in    the    honour    of   the  blefled  Trynete,    With    a   yerly 
"  Stipende  of  twenty  Merks  by  yer  *,  from  the  feeft  of  feint  Michell 
"  tharchaungell  laft  pad  affore  the   date  herof  yerly  duryng  the 
"  naturall  lyve  of  the  faid  fir  George:    And  alfo  I  the  faid  Erie 
"  have  geven  and  graunted,  and  by  thefe  Prefents  do  gyve   and 
"  graunte  unto  the  faid  fir  George  Lancafter,  the  occupation   of 
"  one    litle    Gresground  of  myn    called    Cony-garth    nygh    ad- 
"  joynynge  the  faid  Harmytage,  only  to  his  owne  ufe  and  proufit 
"  wynter   and  fomer  durynge  the  faid  terme;  The  Garden  and 
"  Orteyarde   belongyng   the    faid  Armytage ;    The    Gate-}-  and 
"  Pafturc  of  Twelf  Kye  and  a  Bull,  with  their  Calves  fuking; 
"  And  two  Horfes  goying  and  beyng  within  my  faid  Parke  of 
*'  Warkworth  wynter  and   fomer;    One  Draught  of  Fifflie  every 
"  Sondaie  in  the  yere  to  be  drawen  fornenft  +  the  faid  Armytage, 
"  called  The  Trynete  Draught;  And  Twenty  Lods  of  Fyrewode 
"  to  be  taken  of  my  Wodds  called  Shilbotell  Wode,  duryng  the 

"  faid 

*  This  would  be  equal  to  /,.  ioo,  per  annum  now.     See  the  Chronicon  Pre- 
tiffum.       1   i.  e.  Going  :  from  the  Verb,  To  G.ie.       :]   Or  fore-anenft  :  i.  e.  oppofite. 
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*  faid  term.     The  faid  Stipend  of  xx  Merks  by  yer  to  be  taken 

"  and  perceyved  *  yerly  of  the  rent  and  ferme  of  my  Fiffhyng  of 

"  Warkworth,  by  thands  of  the  Fcrmour  or  Fermours  of  the  fame 

"  for  the  tyme  beynge    yerly  at   the    times    ther   ufed    and  ac- 

"  cuftomed  by  evyn  Portions.  In  wytnes 

t,       %         r  i  T  t,  T  Allowe  in  recompenfe 

"  wherof    to    thes  my  Lettres  Patentes  I  .      ,      ,      „  .   r 

'  herof  yerly  x'J  J. 

<c  the  faid  Erie  have  fet  the  Seale  of  myn  Richerd  Ryche. 

"  Armes :  Yeven  undre  my  Signet  at  my 

"  Caftell  of  Warkworth,  the  third  daie  of  December,  in  the 
cc  xxiiith  Yer  of  the  Reigne  of  our  Sovereyn  Lorde  kyng  Henry 
"  the  eight." 

On  the  Difiblution  of  the  Monafteries,  the  above  Patent  was 
produced  before  the  Court  of  Augmentation  in  Michaelmas-Term, 
20  Oct.  A.  29.  Hen.  viii.  when  the  fame  was  allowed  by  the 
Chancellor  and  Counfel  of  the  faid  Court,  and  all  the  profits  con- 
firmed to  the  incumbent  Sir  George  Lancafter;  Excepting  that 
in  ccmpenfation  for  the  annual  Stipend  of  Twenty  Marks,  he  was 
to  receive  a  Stipend  of  Ten  Marks,  and  to  have  a  free  Chapel  called 
The  Rood  Chapel,  and  the  Hofpital  of  St.  Leonard,  within  the 
Barony  of  Wigdon,  in  the  County  of  Cumberland. 

After  the  perufal  of  the  above  Patent  it  will  perhaps  be  need- 
lefs  to  caution  the  Reader  againft  a  Millake,  fome  have  fallen  into ; 
of  confounding  this  Hermitage  near  Warkworth,  with  a  Chantry 
founded  within  the  town  itfelf,  by  Nicholas  de  Farnham  bifhop 
of  Durham,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  III.  who  appropriated  the  Church 
of  Brankefton  for  the  maintenance  there  of  two  Benedictine 
Monks  from  Durham  ||.  That  fmall  monaftic  foundation  is 
indeed  called  a  Cell  by  bifhop  Tanner  -j- :  but  he  rauft  be  very 

ignorant 

*  Sic  MS.         %  So  the  MS.   The  above  Sir  Richard  Rych  was  Chancellor  of 
the  Augmentations  at  the  Supprcflion  of  the  Monasteries. 

H  Ang.  Sacr.  p.  738,  f  Mon.  Aug.  p.  396. 
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ignorant  indeed,  who  fuppofes  that  by  the  word  Cell  is  necefTarily 
to  be  underftood  a  Hermitage  ;  whereas  it  was  commonly  applied  to 
any  fmall  conventual  eftablifhment  which  was  dependant  on  another. 

As  for  the  Chapel  belonging  to  this  endowment  of  bifhop  Farn- 
ham,  it  is  mentioned  as  in  ruins  in  feveral  old  Surveys  of  Queen 
Elizabeth's  time ;  and  its  fcite,  not  far  from  Warkworth  Church,  is 
flill  remembered.  But  that  there  was  never  more  than  one  Pried: 
maintained,  at  one  and  the  fame  time,  within  the  Hermitage, 
is  plainly  proved  (if  any  further  proof  is  wanting)  by  the  fol- 
lowing Extract  from  a  Survey  of  Warkworth,  made  in  the  Year 
1567,  ||  viz. 

"  Ther  is  in  the  Parke  (fc.  of  Warkworth)  alfo  one  Howfe 

"  hewyn  within  one  Cragge,  which  is  called  the  Harmitage 

tl  Chapel  :  In  the  fame  ther  haith  bene  one  Preast  keaped, 

"  which  did  fuch  godlye  Services  as  that  tyme  was  ufed  and  cele- 

"  brated.     The  Mantion  Howfe  [fc.  the  fmall  building  adjoining 

"  to  the  Cragg]  ys  nowe  in  decaye  :  the  Clofes  that  apperteined 

"  to  the  faid  Chantrie  is  occupied  to  his  Lordfhip's  ufe." 

j|  By  Geo.  Clarkfon.  penes  Due.  North. 
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